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PROBLEM

John Henry Cardinal Newman was horn in London, 
February 21, 1801. His father wa3 a banker; his mother 
was Jemima Froudrinier, descended from a well-known 
Huguenot family. He attended Ealing, a school for boys, 
and there came under the influence of Calvinism. At 
sixteen, he entered Trinity College, Oxford, and later 
was elected to a Fellowship of Oriel, the highest honor 
his University could bestow upon him. He was a brilli
ant ‘student, but quiet and shy, making few friends. He 
took Orders in the Church of England, in 1824; he became 
curate at St. Clement’s; and four years later, Vicar of 
St. Mary's, the college church. Here it was that his 
sermons attracted large congregations.

Religion w,as the most vital thing in his life.
He "wanted to bring out in a substantive form a living 
Church of England, in a position proper to herself, and 
founded on distinct principles."1 By his preaching and 
writings, he influenced others to take up this cause, 
which terminated in the Oxford Movement. As he stildied 
the history and doctrines of the Church, his faith in

1. John Henry Cardinal Newipan, Apologia Pro Vita Sua, 45. ----------
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the Church of England lessened, and the day finally 
came when he felt he could no longer hold the pulpit of 
St. Mary’s. He retired to Littlemore, where he lived 
for a few years. He became more and more certain that 
the Roman Catholic Church was the true Church, but that 
no doubt might remain in his mind, he determined to 
write an essay on Doctrinal Development. This was at 
the beginning of 1845; before it was finished, all his 
difficulties were cleared away, and he resolved to be 
received into the Catholic Church. His reception took 
place, October 8, 1845. The following year he left 
Oxford for good.

After two years, he was ordained a Catholic 
priest. He continued to write, to teach and to preach,
but his life was more or less lonely and sad. Many of* y. *♦his undertakings were failures. By the time he reached 
the age of sixty-three, he thought himself an old man, 
whose work was finished. He was, at this time, aroused 
by an attack made on his integrity, which led to the 
publication of the Apologia. Once more his countrymen 
were proud of him. But his greatest and most glorious 
triumph came when Pope Leo XIII named him a Prince of 
the Church. He could speak now in the name of the 
Church; this distinction set an approval on his
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writings, and made his declining years happy. He died, 
August 11, 1890.

This is a brief sketch of the life of the man, 
one phase of whose character is to be studied in the 
following chapters. More detailed accounts may be 
found in the two volumes containing extracts from 
letters, together with an Autobiographical Memoir, ed
ited by Miss Anne Mozley; the Apologia; and two volumes 
by Wilfrid Ward.

Cardinal Newman was an exceptionally attractive 
personality. The Oxford Movement died, but Newman lives. 
New interpretations of his life or of his writings are 
appearing year after year, due to his own widespread 
interest in the world about him, and to the variety of
subjects upon which he has written. That no interpre-* *
tation of a life so varied and complex as Newman’s can 
be complete, is sufficient justification for bringing 
out a new study of the man.

The present work aims to show that Newman’s 
love of Nature was an index of his spirituality. He 
was so much more than a lover of Nature that one is apt 
to forget that it influenced him In any way, or that it 
reflected his spirituality. A study.of this aspect of 
the man's life is believed to be a worthy one, and it
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is undertaken with the hope that we may arrive at a 
closer, more intimate understanding of the great Church
man.

The term "Nature" may he defined in numerous 
ways; hence, it is necessary to limit its meaning in 
this study to that which is "antithetic to man and his 
works; the part of empirical reality which has not been 
transformed (or corrupted) by human art; hence the out- 
of-doors."2

4 Man's reaction to Nature varies. He may view 
it objectively, looking upon it as material for his 
needs; it may call up human associations; or it may be 
considered beautiful in itself, apart from its use or 
association. It may be viewed subjectively. In this
sense Nature becomes a symbol of God, Eternity, or the* y. *
immortality of the soul; it reflects the moods of man, 
or man becomes a part of Nature itself. To one, Nature 
may be responsive; to another, unresponsive.

The present study deals with Newman's reaction 
to the contemplation of Nature, and its bearing on his 
spiritual life. Not only has the form of reaction been 
considered, but the various aspects which have inspired

2. Arthur J. Love joy, "Nature" as Aesthetic 
Norm. M. L. N. XLII, 7, November, 1927.
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him or appealed to him have been recorded, 3uch as the 
sky, earth and sea, animal and plant life, and the 
seasons.

The work is divided into chapters, each dealing 
with one of Newman's writings. In the last chapter four 
of his writings are grouped together. Almost all of his 
writings have been sifted for references to Nature, but 
the quotations given in the following pages by no means 
exhaust the material. Other references were not given 
for the reason that they were, in a sense, repetitions 
of those already stated.

Other writers have referred to Newman's interest 
in Nature. Miss Mozley and Mr. Ward have mentioned it 
in their works. Mr. Joseph J. Reilly quite recently
has touched upon this phase of his character; Mr. Paul* >, *♦E. More, Principal Shairp, and Mr. Lewis E. Gates have 
devoted some space to it, as well as R. H. Hutton and 
Aubrey de Vere, contemporaries of Newman.

1



CHAPTER I

LETTERS

As a general mile, the most intimate know
ledge of a man may be gained through a study of his 
letters. Cardinal Newman recognized this fact, for 
in a letter to his sister he once wrote, "the true 
life of a man is in his letters."1 The Cardinal 
himself was a prolific letter-writer, and it is quite 
fortunate that his letters have been published. Even 
today they have a peculiar charm and facination for 
the reader, and the recipients of them must have 
felt something of this also, for all sorts of letters 
were faithfully kept. When, as a very old man, he
wished them collected, there was no great difficulty♦
in bringing them together. He was very methodical in

pfiling away each year his own correspondence.*
The letters belonging to his Anglican career, 

and covering the first half of his life were edited, 
at his request, by Anne Mozley, a Protestantj those 
relating to the period after he became a Catholic

1. Anne Mozley, Letters and Correspondence 
of John Henry Newman. I, 1.

2• Idem
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were included by Wilfrid Ward in his Life of Newman,
A perusal of these works gives us a knowledge of 
Newman as he was known to friends and relatives.
Here one gets a glimpse of his childhood thoughts and 
aspirations, his literary and religious views as he 
grew to manhood, his successes and failures, his 
joys and sorrows. There is abundant proof, as will 
be further illustrated, that the sensible world was 
intensely real and most interesting to him.

■» It is quite evident, then, why the writer, in 
searching for material to prove that Newman appreciat
ed the beatities of the world about, would make as
thorough investigation of his letters before turning
to more profound works. This has been done with
gratifying results. Some of the more beautiful de-

*scriptions of Nature have been quoted in full.
Newman’s earliest opportunities to know and 

love Nature were afforded by the surroundings of his 
own home at Grey’s Court, Ham, near Richmond, where 
he lived from 1804 to 1807,^ This was the home fop 
which he had the fondest memories. As an old man he 
loved to recall these surroundings. They were ever

3. Ibid.,
\

I, 279
*
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fresh in his mind. He had left the place in 1807, 
and almost fifty years later, in a letter to a friend, 
he wrote:

I have seen our house at Ham once in 1813, 
in the holidays, when my Father, brother, and 
myself rode there from Norwood— and the garden
er gave us three apricots— and my father tell
ing me to choose,/I took the largest, a thing 
which still distresses me whenever I think of it.

And once again in January 23, 1836, when I 
walked there with Bowden and his wife. It was 
then, I believe, a school— and the fine Trees, 
which were upon the lawn were cut down— a 
large plane, a dozen of tree acacias, with 

•* rough barks, as High as the plane— a Spanish 
chestnut, a larch. A large magnolia, flower
ing (in June I think) went up the house, and 
the mower’s scythe, cutting the lawn, used 
to sound so sweetly as I lay in a crib— in a front room at top.3*

Ham was often in his dreams. Writing to his 
mother from Naples in 1833, he tells her that he 
dreamed he was back again at Oriel where he was in 
great trouble and confusion. In his distress he 
wished to retire to the shrubberies of Ham. There he 
felt he could recollect himself. In the same letter
he recalls that as a boy when he dreamed of Heaven,

5 *it was always Ham. a few years before his death, in 4 5

4. ¥/ilfrid Ward, The Life of John Henry 
Cardinal Newman, II, 339.

5. Anne Mozley, op. cit., 346.
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1886, he wrote, "I dreamed about it when a schoolboy
as if it were a paradise.”®

Norwood, where, as a child, he passed his
summer and winter holidays, he described as a
“terra incognita then, the wild beautiful haunt of
gypsies.”^ The simple natural beauty of his early
stirroundings made a deep and lasting impression upon
him. Yet strange as it may seem, from the time he
entered Ealing as a boy of seven until his graduation
from Trinity at the alge of nineteen, his letters show
very little of the effect of this appreciation.
Judging by them, we see that he allowed himself few
opportunities for the enjoyment of Nature. A few
months before he entered upon his college life at
Trinity, he went ,through a religious crisis, and for*
sometime after held to Calvinst doctrines. The 
rigorism of Calvinism left its effect upon him; he 
mistrusted the reality of material phenomena; he 
became austere and kept aloof, to a certain extent, 
from the pleasures of life. Newman worked hard while 
he was at Trinity, often devoting from nine to 6 7

6. Wilfrid Ward, 0£, cit., I, 29.
7. Ibid., 607.
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fifteen hours to serious study and reading until-he
trembled from sheer exhaustion. He entered for his
degree examination in November, 1820, and the result
was a disastrous failure. Overwork was the cause of
his losing the honors he had so ardently sought. He
received the degree but was placed in a lower class.
He soon atoned for his failure by receiving the
Fellowship of Oriel, the 'blue ribbon» of University

8distinctions at the time. He was ordained in the
Church of England, and accepted a curacy at St.
Clement's, where he was selected for the task of
building a new church. A year later he accepted the
office of Vice-Principal of Alban Hall and resigned
his curacy. His responsibilities were heavy. His
talents were recognized, and another year, 1826, found♦
him holding a more responsible position as Tutor of 
Oriel. During this time he became Vicar of the 
University Church, St. Mary the Virgin's, where his 
sermons became an inspiration to University men for 
generations, long after Newman had left the Church of 
England.

Such a busy life within the walls of Oxford 8

8. Frank Leslie Cross, John Henry Newman. 34
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left little time for the woods and fields. It was 
not until the Long Vacation of 1825, when he seemed 
almost on the point of breaking down, that he took 
his first holiday. He spent a few days with his 
friend Bowden in the Isle of Wight. He reacted im
mediately to the beauties around him, but had no 
words to describe what he saw*

Bowden’s is a very fine situation; ex
quisite in scenery. Yesterday we made an ex
pedition to the Needles. The beauty of 
water and land makes me regret that our •language has not more adjectives of ad
miration.0

But later, when he visits the home of 
Hurrell Froude at Dartington, the scenery of the Isle 
of Wight appears to him, as he recalls it, to have 
been drawn in India ink or pencil. From Dartington, 
he wrote to his mother 1jhe following long de
scription:

The limestone and sandstone rocks of 
Torbay are very brilliant in their colours, 
and sharp in their forms; strange to say, I 
believe I never saw real rocks before in 
my life. This consciousness keeps me very 
silent, for I feel I am admiring what every 
one knows, and it is foolish to observe 
upon.9 10

9. Anne Mozley, op. cit., I, 88
10. Ibid.. 212.
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He sees a house said to have belonged to 
Sir Walter Raleigh and he wonders what could have 
possessed him to have preferred the court at 
Greenwich to a spot like this. The richness of every
thing almost over-powers him. He continues:

The extreme deliciousness of the air 
and the fragrance of everything makes me 
languid, indisposed to speak or write and 
pensive. My journey did not fatigue me to 
speak of, and I have no deafness, or 
whizzing in my ears; but really I think I 
should dissolve into essence of roses, or 
be attenuated into an echo, if I lived 
..here. Certainly £ am not more disposed 
to start a conversation than echo, as the 
people here as yet find, though they may not have discovered my relationship to 
an essence.H i

There is not another instance in all of 
Newman's writings where he tells us so much of his 
feelings for Nature, nor is there another example* H **where he completely gives way to so sensuous an 
appe al.

What strikes me most is the strange 
richness of everything. The rocks blush into every variety of colour, the trees and fields are emeralds, and the cottages are 
rubies. A beetle I picked up at Torquay 
was as green and gold as the stone it lay 
upon, and a squirrel which ran up a tree 
here just now was not the pale reddish 
brown to which I am accustomed, but a bright 
brown-red. Nay my very hands and fingers

L ll, Ibid., 213
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look rosy, like Homer’s Aurora, and I 
have been gazing on them with astonishment.
All this wonder I know is simple, and there
fore, of course, do not you repeat it. The 
exuberance of the grass and the.foliage is oppressive, as if one had not room to breathe, 
though this is a fancy--the depth of the 
valleys and the steepness of the slopes 
increase the illusion--and the Duke of 
Wellington would be in a fidget to get some 
commanding point to see the country from.
The scents are extremely fine, so very 
delicate yet so powerful, and the colours of 
the flowers as if they were all shot with 
white. The sweet peas especially have the 
complexion of a beautiful face. They trail 
up the wall mixed with myrtles as creepers.
As to the sunset, the Dartmoor heights look 
„piirple, and the s|cy close upon them a clear orange. When I turn back and think of 
Southampton water and the Isle of Wight, they 
seem by contrast to be drawn in Indian ink 
or pencil. Now I cannot make out that this 
is fancy; for why should I fancy? I am not 
especially in a poetic mood. I have heard 
of the brilliancy of Gintra and still more 
of the East and I suppose that this region 
would pale beside them; yet I am content 
to marvel at what I see, and think of Virgil’s 
description of the purple meads of Elysium.
Let me enjoy what I feel, even though I may unconsciously exaggerate.12

Since Newman’s day others have described 
this as an eerie and enchanted place, where the 
Druids lingered longest, and have compared the 
Dartmoor Heights, ringed with life and beauty, to 'a 
fallen archangel surrounded by a heavenly guard.1®

13. Edward Hutton, "Gn Dartmoor." Nineteenth 
Century, XCII, (July, 1922), 87.

3.2. Ibid.. 214.
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References to the lights and colors in Nature 
abound in his letters. He revels in profusion of col
or, and the brighter and deeper hues please him most. 
To Mr. Froude he wrote:

Much as you boast of your situation on 
the water, and justly, yet I doubt after all 
whether it is finer than the inland Shotover.
The weather indeed has been sad, but the 
lights most exquisite. I never saw tintshalf so enchanting.3-4

Hurrell Froude»s health failed, and his
father decided that a Mediterranean voyage would be-* I.
beneficial. Newman gladly accepted an invitation to 
accompany them. He had been working slavishly on 
his book about the AriAns and was much in need of 
relaxation. They set out in December, 1832. On board 
the Hermes he wrote:

I cannot describe the exquisite color of 
the sea, which, though not striking as being 
strange or novel, is unlike anything I have 
ever seen; so subdued; so destitute of all 
display, so sober— so gentlemanlike in color; 
and then so deep and solemn, and, if a color 
can be so called, so strong; and then the con
trast between the white and the indigo, and 
the change in the wake of the vessel into all 
colours--transparent green, white, white-green,
&c. As evening came on, we had every appear
ance of being in a warmer latitude. The sea 
brightened to a glowing purple, inclined to 
lilac; the sun set in a car of gold, and was

14. Anne Mozley, ££. cit., 186.
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succeeded by a sky, first pale orange, then 
gradually heightening to a dusky red; while 
Venus came out as the evening star with its 
peculiar intense brightness. Now it is bright starlight*15

When he arrived at Syracuse, he thought the 
scenery was so beautiful that he felt it was the 
nearest approach to Eden he would ever see. It was 
worth all the weariness of the trip from England. In 
describing Etna, he noted the sombre hue of the clouds 
and the effect of the sun on the whole region.

< The scene was* sombre with clouds, when 
suddenly, as the sun descended upon the cone, 
its rays shot out between the clouds and the 
snow, turning the clouds into royal curtains, 
while on one side there was a sort of Jacob's 
ladder. I understand why the poets made the abode of the gods on Mount Olympus.3-6

He had a special preference for wide open
spaces. This is best shown in his own words** y. **

In myself I like an extensive view with 
tracts bold and barren in it. Such as 
Beethoven's music seems to represent.I?

At other times he is taken up with details; 
for instance, he left the boat to examine more care
fully the Rock of Gibraltar. He: said that the deep

15. Ibid., 251.
16. Ibid., 349. \

17. Ibid.. 305.
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fissures and broken surface reminded him of haycocks 
or a ploughed field. He saw the caves abounding in 
stalactites, and took notice of the oolitic and 
granite appearance of the rock, but seemed more in
terested in the flowers and fruits. He mentioned the 
large flowering aloes, and the geraniums, the huge 
cactuses, and the oranges in full fruit, and con
sidered himself fortunate to have seen the monkeys 
"skipping like birds all over the surface." The 
fortification, its guns and betteries, held no special 
interest for him.-*-®

The scenery of Sicily seemed to harmonize withi
his own nature. Here were "ample plains, and the high
ground rising out of them at its ease, calmly, and
with elbow-room."19 Again he writes? "Spring in

*
Sicilyl It is the nearest approach to Paradise of 
which sinful man is capable."20 His mind often re
verted to it, he said, "as one smells again and 
again at a sweet flower."21

•CDrH Ibid., 262. 4

19. Ibid.. 305. •
20. Ibid.. 332. \

2!. Ibid., 302



12

The Froudes returned to England, and Newman 
was left alone in a foreign land. It was his love for 
Sicily that caused him to remain behind. He de
termined to pay the island another visit. Despite 
the fact that the journey would entail much suffering, 
he was going.

. . . and all for what? for the gratification 
of an imagination, for the idea of a warm fancy 
which might be a deceit, drawn by a strange love 
of Sicily to gaze upon its cities and mountains.

One morning, at dawn, he awoke in the land of his 
< tdreams, and there lay before him
a circle of beautiful blue hills, inclosing 
a rich plain, covered with bright green corn, olives and figs just bursting into leaf,23

The view around Taormini, in the neighborhood of 
Syracuse, repaid him for all the weariness and dis
comfort of the journey. * Here, he saw a deep valley, 
brawling streams, beautiful trees, and heard the sea 
in the distance. His own words give the best idea of 
his joy and facination.

But when, after breakfast, on a bright 
day, we mounted to the theatre, and saw the 
famous view, what shall I say? I never 
knew that Nature could be so beautiful; and 
to see that view was the nearest approach to

22. Ibid.. 337. 
. Ibid.. 338.23
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seeing Eden* 0 happy II It was worth coming 
all the way, to endure sadness, loneliness, 
weariness, to see it, I felt for the first 
time in my life, that I should be a better and more religious man if I lived there. This superb view, the most wonderful I can ever 
see, is but one of at least half a dozen, all beautiful, close at hand,24

Naples reminded him of Brighton, England, 
where his mother lived for a time. Here were, he 
said:

. . . the same keen brightness of the hills, the 
same boisterous wind, the same stimulating wind, the same sparkling water.25

The mountains were of a soft peach color, tinged
with slate, and the sea exquisitely blue.

As he was leaving this enchanting region, he
fell sick with a fever and was ill for many weeks,
during which he suffered intensely. Due to the
devoted care of a servant, he recovered and set out*
on his return journey to England. His spirits were 
low, but they revived with the first bright touch of 
scenery.

I travelled through an exquisitely beau
tiful country. . . My joy was too great for 
me at first. I never saw such a country—  '
the spring in its greatest luxuriance.
All sorts of strange trees— very steep and

24. Ibid.. 349. \
25. Ibid.. 337.
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high hills over which the road went; mountains in the distance— a profusion of aloes along the road. Such a bright colour- ing--all in tune with my reviving life.26
Trees called for a special share of his af

fections; he loved those around his early home at 
Ham, as we have seen from a letter previously quoted. 
Once, he says, the olives of Corfu reminded him of the 
willows of Christ Church walk at home. Again the 
beautiful cypresses were described as “so tall and 
straight shooting up in black graceful spires amid 
the olives.11 The bright polished leaf of the orange 
tree, or the fig just bursting into leaf, he gazed 
on with delight, and he made a long and difficult 
journey to see the famous chestnut trees of Sicily.27 
Even the dying trees around Oxford were pleasing to 
him.28 While his"Aother.was residing at Brighton, 
near the sea, he wrote at the close of a letter to 
her:

Does the sea blossom? Are the green 
leaves budding on its waters and is the scent 
of spring in its waves? Do birds begin to 
sing under its shadow, and to build their 
nests on its branches? Ahi mighty seal

26. Ibid.. 375
27. Ibid., 350

•00OÎ Ibid.. 172
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Thou are a tree whose spring never yet came, 
for thou art an evergreenl There is apastoral129

A friend once sent him a mulberry tree for his 
garden. He tended the ”little stranger” with the ut
most care, seeking advice from books and friends as 
to the best treatment for such trees, but all in vain, 
the mulberry died. A year later he wrote:

I cannot believe that a twelvemonth has 
passed since we planted the poor little mul
berry. We watched it with great anxiety, but it would not rally.30
-» $Cardinal Newman loved flowers. To his friend 

Ambrose St. John he wrote:
We have a most splendid show of lilies-- 

no wonder, for Bowles has just told us it has been discovered at home that he has 
robbed his mother’s garden of every bulbj so 
they are to go back in the autumn. He has 
cut one off stalk and all, and it stands in 
the hall breathing sweetness and looking majestically.31

Again, he wrote to the same friend: ”1 hope you will 
come to-morrow-- the clematis smells sweetly and the 
fuchsias are gorgeous.”32 The snapdragon was a

29. Ibid., 143. *
30. Wilfrid Ward, op. cit., II, 323, 324.
31. Ibid., I, 86.
32. Wilfrid Ward, op. cit.# I, 611.
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favorite with. him. It grew on the walls of the 
University, opposite his rooms at Trinity. To one who 
had written him concerning his rooms while at Oxford 
he wrote:

They were in the back buildings, three pair up. They were, I think, at the exterior 
corner, and I suppose the bed-room must have 
had a window commanding the fellows’ garden.
There I spent a solitary three weeks, no one 
being up but two or three men waiting for 
little-go examination. I am almost sorry I have said this, and perhaps you must be so 
good as not to repeat it, but it bears upon 
the snapdragon, for it was my companion. I 
am told there is none there now; but there is 
a long high wall, the boundary between 
Trinity and (I think) Balliol, and upon itgrew the snapdragon.33

He was deeply interested in the lower animals. 
Progs had their sweetness,5^and those near Giarre 
were the most musical animals he had ever met. Their 
trill, he said, was1- like .a nightingale’s.35 Father 
Ambrose’s sick cow claimed his sympathy, as did also 
his poor suffering dog. His friend Hope-Scott had 
given him a pony. Later he writes to Father Ambrose: 
"Don’t forget to report to Hope-Scott the health and

33. Frank Leslie Cross, op. cit., 166.
34. Anne Mozley, 0£. clt., 172.
35. Ibid., I. 349.
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conditions of Charley."33 pinaiiy the pony died and 
the details of its last days on earth are sent to the 
donor as follows:

Charlie, the virtuous pony, which you gave us 14 years ago, has at length departed 
this life. He continued his active and useful habits up to last summer— benemeritus, 
but not emeritus*

Then he fell hopelessly stiff, lame, and 
miserable. His mind was clear to the last—  
and without losing his affection for human 
kind, he commenced a lively, though, alas, 
not lasting friendship with an impudent colt 
of a donkey— who insulted him in his stiff
ness, and teased and tormented him from one 
end of the field to the other. We cannot guèss his age, he was old when he came to us*
He lies under two sycamore trees, which will 
be, by their growth and beauty, the living 
monument, or even transformation of a faith
ful servant, while his spirit is in the lim
bo of quadrupeds. Rest to his manesl I suppose I may use the pagan word of a horse.36 37

Much as Cardinal Newman loved Nature, as the 
passages quoted from,, his letters indicate, yet there 
is evidence that he was resolved not to be led away 
by its enchantment. As early as 1826, he confided to 
his mother:

But this life is no time for enjoyment, 
but for labour, and I have especially deferred 
ease and quiet for a future life in *
devoting myself to the immediate service of

36. Wilfrid Ward, 0£. çit., I, 652.
37. Ibid» « II, 323.
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God.38 39
After his sister's death, every tree and hill 

reminded him of her, and as he took his solitary rides 
in the morning, he seemed to hear her voice everywhere 
around him. He wrote: "A solemn voice seems to chant 
from everything. I know whose voice it is--her dear 
v o i c e . N a t u r e  was a veil, and the vision behind 
the veil remained for him a mystery. One writer40feels 
that if we would understand Newman and know the secrets 
of his heart, we have T?ut to read the following letter:

The country, too, is beautiful; the fresh 
leaves, the scents, the varied landscape. Yet 
I never felt so intensely the transitory nature 
of this world as whan most delighted with 
these country scenes. And in riding out to-day 
I have been impressed more powerfully than be
fore I had an idea was possible with the two 
lines:"Chanting with a solemn voice 

Minds us?-of our better choice."
I could hardly believe the words were not my 
own, and Keble had not taken them from me. I 
wish it were possible for words to put down 
those indefinite, vague, and withal subtle feelings which quite pierce the soul and make 
it sick. Dear Mary seems embodied in every 
tree and hid behind every hill. What a 
veil and curtain this world of sense is I

38. Anne Mozley, ojd. cit., I, 115.
39. Ibid., 172.
40. Paul Elmer More, The Drift of Romanticism, Shelburne Essays, Eighth~Series, 45.
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beautiful, but still a veil.41
The material world and its appearances were but as 
shadows of the spiritual world.42 Newman felt the 
suggestive power of Nature, but he also felt its in-

AHLsufficiencies. Nature, however attractive it might 
be, was a veil and nothing more. Again and again, he 
expresses this idea in his letters.

The whole world is one great vanity and I 
trust, and I trust I am not set on anything in it— I trust not.44

In thp midst of his sea^voyage, when he seemed to be 
revelling in all the strange and beautiful sights, he
suddenly became anxious, lest he be corrupted by

vNature’s charms.
I no longer wonder at younger persons 

being carried away with travelling, and 
corrupted; for certainly the illusion of 
the world’s magic can hardly be fancied while 
one remains at home. *1 never felt any 
pleasure or danger from the common routine 
of pleasure, which most persons desire and 
suffer from—  balls, or pleasure parties, 
or sights--but I think it does require 
strength of mind to keep the thoughts where 
they should be while the variety of strange 41 42 43 44

41. Anne Mozley, 0£. cit., I, 161.
42. Paul E. More, 0£. cit.. 73.
43. J. C. Shairp, Poetic Interpretation of 

Nature. 103
44. Anne Mozley, 0£. cit.. II, 421.
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tsights— political, moral, and physical—  
are passed before the eyes, as in a town like this.45

He admits in a letter that it seems a strange paradox 
to s ay that though he is so much pleased with the 
beauties of land and sea, yet he is not interested, and 
should be glad to find himself suddenly transported to 
his rooms at Oriel. He wrote at the time:

Deliberately as I have set about my present 
wanderings, yet I heartily wish they were over, 
and only endure the sights, and had much rather have seen them than see them, though the while 
1 am extremely astonished and almost enchanted 
at them.

Somewhat later, but while touring the 
Mediterranean, he expressed the wish to Reverend S. 
Rickards that the expedition would set him up, and 
said that he supposed that never again in his life 
would he have a cessation from work, of this duration, 
nor could he wish for it. He desired to spend all 
his strength in God’s s e r v i c e . A  strain and pressure 
of something to be done pursued him from childhood 
onward.48 During the voyage, this feeling seemed to 45 46 47 48

45. Ibid.. I, 261.
46. Ibid.. 282.
47. Ibid., 343, 344.
48. Edwin A. Abbott, The Anglican Career of Cardinal Newman, 3
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take hold of him more and more. The idea that God was 
leading him on to some task is expressed in the hymn 
Lead Kindly Light. written while on the homeward 
voyage*^® Aubrey de Vere, who was with Newman in 
Ireland, pleaded with him to go on to that beautiful 
region around Wicklow. Newman answered with a smile 
that life was full of work more important than the 
enjoyment of mountains and lakes. This, thought 
Aubrey, Wordsworth would have considered highly ir
reverent.^ There are *times when his passionate love 
for the country almost breaks down his resolution to 
cling to his cloistered life*49 50 51 He visited 
Dartington again and found its charms still as hard to 
resist as on that first memorable holiday*

This country is certainly overpoweringly beautiful and enchanting, except to those 
who are resolved not to be enchanted.52

When invited to return to the same place for Christmas,
and to bring a guest with him, he replied that he
would come, though no one came with him, it was so

49. Wilfrid Ward, o£. cit.. I, 55.
50. Aubrey de Vere, Recollections of Aubrey de Vere. 268*
51. Edwin A. Abbott, op* cit*. 3*
52. Anne Mozley, oja. cit.. II, 109.
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great a pleasure.
I cannot put into words, or rather Ido 

not realize to myself, how much the genius 
loci of Dartington Parsonage draws. .Tl could 
be very foolish did I allow myself. ^

Everything in nature attracted him. Even in 
the dreary walk from Oxford to Littlemore, he found 
delight in the sky above. One writer, paying tribute 
to him in 1891, shortly after his death, said:

His eye quickly caught any sudden glory 
or radiance above, every prismatic hue or 
silver lining, every rift. . . He carried 
his scenery with him and did not c are for lakes or mountains.54

The trees and green fields, the streams and hills, 
flowers and sunshine were a source of delight to him, 
and he felt keenly their loss at Oxford.55

That the true life of Cardinal Newman is to be 
found in his letters is quite manifest from the 
quotations given in this chapter. However, since the 
aim of this work is to emphasize his love for Nature, 
only those passages which point out this particular 
phase of his character have been given. 53 54 55

53. Ibid., II, 125.
54. Frederic W. Farrar, Social and Present 

Day Questions. 286.
55. J. F. Mozley, "Newman*s Opportunities.” 

Quarterly Review. Apr. 196-246, 7b.

I
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His first recollections of Nature are of the 
trees surrounding his early home and of the beautiful 
haunts around Norwood where he lived at a later period. 
He was deeply religious, but the doctrines of 
Calvinism, which he embraced as a child, made him 
austere in manner and thought, often compelling him 
to refrain from the things which pleased him. Later 
on he was so engrossed with his studies, parochial 
duties, and writing that he found little time to in
dulge^ in the delights of Nature. Happily, there were 
holidays, and on these occasions he sought out some 
beautiful spot in the country where he enjoyed to the 
fullest, all that Nature could give him. His letters 
are filled with the most enthusiastic descriptions of 
scenery.

His senses were quick to detect the delicate 
scents and sounds in Nature; but the richer and more 
brilliant colors pleased him most. Sometimes he 
lacked adjectives to describe the scenery, but in a
few instances he gave quite detailed accounts of all/
that he saw. He loved the flowers; the "sweet peas 
with the complexion of a beautiful face," or the 
"flowers all shot with white," the fuschias, the 
lilies, the aloes of Sicily, and the snapdragon, all
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were mentioned in his letters. Trees claimed his 
attention, from the plane trees around Ham to the 
little mulberry in his garden at Rednal. On his 
voyage, he was attracted by the great variety of 
trees; the cypresses and chestnuts, the orange and 
fig calling for more minute descriptions. The solf 
peach-colored mountains and the blue sparkling water 
of the sea allured him back to Sicily.

Much as he loves it all, he does not permit 
himself to be led away by Nature’s charms. Nature is 
a veil or curtain, hiding from him his true home, 
where dwells the Eternal Father to whose service he

ihas vowed himself. Nature was but a symbol of 
another and better world, and he feared to allow his 
senses to yield to her beauties, lest he might fail 
to perceive that she was* but a curtain concealing the 
realities of an Eternal Home beyond.



CHAPTER II

POETRY

Verses on Various Occasions is the title of a 
small volume containing almost all the poetry written
by Cardinal Newman during many years. The poems are 
short, with the exception of The Dream of Gerontius. 
and are religious in tone.

It was in the latter part of the year 1867, 
while Newman was living at the Birmingham Oratory in
rather unusually happy»circumstances, that he con
ceived the idea of collecting his verses and publishing
them in one volume. His duties were light; he taught

ifor a few hours each day, spent some time corresponding 
with friends, prayed and read. It was a life of 
leisure compared to former days. Peace and content 
were his at last, after years of trial and doubt. By 
his reply to Canon Kingsley's attack on the Catholic 
priesthood he won the trust of Catholics and 
Protestants alike. It was a triumph far greater than 
he had anticipated. Prom the time of his conversion 
he had been misunderstood by those whose fold he had 
left, and in the Church of Rome many, even of the 
higher ecclesiastics, felt certain misgivings as to 
his sincerity and ability. This affair with Reverend
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Kingsley gave him an opportunity to s et before the 
world the history of his own religious opinions in 
that famous work, the Apologia. It was an immediate 
success and the cloud that hung so heavily over him
for years vanished. Old Oxford friends wrote con
gratulatory letters; his fellow priests were deeply 
grateful; strangers were considerate and friendly.
Once more, he was a figure in the eyes of the world; 
Rome recognized him, and Oxford no longer spurned him. 
He wished for nothing more. Under these pleasant

4 $
conditions he undertook the very congenial task of 
gathering together his verses.

About this time some of his poems had met with 
favorable criticism, and it was this that led to their 
publication, rather than any intrinsic worth he 
himself judged them t̂) have* Late in October, 1867, he 
wrote to a friend:

It will amuse you to hear that I contem
plate publishing in one volume my verses; and 
still more that I t hink of dedicating them to 
Badeley.l

In his dedicatory letter to Mr. Badeley, a , 
friend to whom he was deeply grateful for legal advice, 
he explains that he would have hesitated In bringing

1. Wilfrid Ward, 0£. cit., 198
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together in a formal way effusions which he had ever 
considered ephemeral, were there not critics who

pthought well of his compositions* Newman made no 
serious study of poetry, nor did he labor over it as 
he did his prose. Verse-making was a relaxation and 
delight to him. He would have given more time to it, 
but felt that it was not in keeping with his duty as 
an ecclesiastic.^ His poems were written hastily, 
with no thought for perfection, as spontaneous ex
pression^ of his moods.

Whatever may be their worth as poetry, it is
certain that Newman's verses, no less than his letters,i
reveal his intense love of Nature. They show, even 
more than his letters, that this love of Nature is an
index of his spirituality. Not even the casualr eader* % ♦of his poems can fail to be struck by his frequent 
reference to the visible world as a screen, hiding
from us God and his angels and saints.

The natural laws were to Newman spiritual
agencies. All the movements of the universe, all the- i
beauties in nature were brought about by spirits who

2. John Henry Cardinal Newman, Verses on 
Various Occasions, vi.

3. Wilfrid Ward, op. cit*. 204.
l/
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were ever in the presence of God. In one of his
earliest poems, this is suggested.

There is a spirit ranging through 
The earth, the stream, the air;

Ten thousand shapes, garbs ever new,That busy One doth wear;In colour, scent, and taste, and sound The energy of life is found.
The leaves are rustling in the breeze,

The bird renews her song;
From field to brook, o'er heath, o'er trees,

The sunbeam glides along;The insect, happy in its hour, 4
Floats softly by, or sips the flower.

From the beauties of Nature, he turns to the work of
■* I

man, and finds it "nerveless, cold, and dumb."5 With
all his scheming and toiling, man lacks one secret
still, he says. Newman asks

Where is the master-hand shall give To breathe, to move, to speak, to live?®
The wooded hills axi£ far-reaching plains are dear to*
him, for there he finds joy and freedom.

At seventeen, in his verse on solitude, he 
fancies the hermit seeking the thickest grove in 
order to catch the "inspiring glow of heavenly love.”17 * 7

^4. John Henry Cardinal Newman, 0£. cit., 13. 
l.6. Ibid.. 13.
is6. IbjLd. > 12.
7. Ibid.. 1.
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17? * " '' •' '

Then comes the
. . . Spirit singing aye in air,That lifts us high above all mortal care.
No mortal measure swells that mystic sound,
No mortal minstrel breathes such tones around,—  
The Angels* hymn, —  the sovereign harmony 
That guides the rolling orbs along the sky,—  
And hence perchance the tales of saints who view’d
And heard angelic choirs in solitude.8 9 
Although duty kept him virtually a prisoner in 

his cell at Oxford, he allowed himself an occasional 
holiday. It was then that he wandered through the 
fields, or took long walks into the country. On one 
such occasion, he visited Ulcombe. In the midst of 
the surrounding beauty he gives vent to feelings

ialmost akin to envy of those whose lot it is to dwell
in that happy region.

Ahl lovely Naturel others dwell 
Pull favour’d in thy court;

I of thy smiles*but hear them tell,
And feed on their report,

Catching what glance an Ulcombe yields To strangers loitering in her fields.9
Because the contemplation of Nature gave him so 

much joy, Newman mistrusted the pleasure derived there
from. For Instance, in the following lines written, 
while vacationing in that enchanting country around

8. Ibid..
9. Ibid,, 14.
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Dartington, he confides to his sister, Harriet, his at
titude toward Nature.

There stray’d awhile, amid the woods of Dart,
One who could love them, but who durst not 
love.

A vow had bound him, ne’er to give his heart 
To streamlet bright, or soft secluded grove.
'Twas a hard humbling task, onwards to move 

His easy-captured eyes from each fair spot,
With unattach’d and lonely step to rove 

O’er happy meads, which soon its print forgot:- 
Yet kept he safe his pledge, prizing his 

pilgrim-lot.10
Mr. Irving Babbitt, in his work on Romanticism, quotes 
the above stanza as an example of that ascetic distrust 
of Nature arising out of the sense of separateness of 
the human and the natural realm. He sees in this as
cetic distrust the feeling of those of the Middle Ages, 
who “saw in nature not merely something alien but a
positive temptation and peril of the spirit."!! He

* ̂says that it is in much *the same spirit that a 
Japanese hermit of the thirteenth century expresses 
the fear that he may forget Buddha because of his fond
ness for the mountains and the moon. It is due to this
feeling, that Mr. Babbitt is inclined to rank Newman 
with the Romanticists. Another critic has felt tha't 10 11

10. Ibid.. 48.
11. Irving Babbitt, Rousseau.and Romanticism,

272.
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Nature was for Newman as rich in its spiritual sug
gestiveness as it was for Wordsworth or Shelley.12 13 14 15 
His feeling for the mysterious significance of Nature 
as the visible symbolical language of God to the soul 
of man was Romantic, is the opinion of still 
another.1'"’

As early as 1816 Newman had an inclination to 
become a missionary and work among the heathen. At 
the same time he conceived the idea that he should 
lead^ a single life, il̂ his thought, he says, 
strengthened his feeling of separation from the visible 
world.-*-4 Something higher than Nature was calling him,

iand he would not shirk the,hard tasks ahead. In verse, 
he writes:

But he who lets his feelings run In solf luxurious flow,Shrinks Vhen hard service must be done,
And faints at every woe.1^

Mr. Wilfrid Ward, his biographer and friend, said that 
he had a keen sense of the beauties of the' world about

12. Lewis E. Gates, Three Studies in Litera
ture. 115. ' A

13. George M. Miller, The Victorian Period, l,i.
14. John Henry Cardinal Newman, Apologia Pro 

Vita Sua, 5.
15. John Henry Cardinal Newman, Verses on 

Various Occasions, 122.
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him, but that he stood, aloof from it all, na pilgrim
whose true home was elsewhere,”16

Newman early recognized that his true home was
to be far from those haunts of Nature he loved so well.
In his fifteenth year, he began to mistrust the reality
of material phenomena, and to rest in the thought that
there were but two absolutely and luminously self-

17evident beings, himself and his Creator. During the 
first half of his life, he was employed in the study 
of religion, in preaching, and in influencing others 
towards making of the Church of England a living 
Church; all of this led eventually to the Oxfordi
Movement and Newman's own conversion to Catholicity.
It was a momentous work, and all that interfered with
it he sacrificed, whatever the cost to himself. His

*own words, in which he compares himself to the snap
dragon growing on the wall opposite the windows of his 
rooms at Trinity, best describes his feelings in those 
early Oxford years, when these thoughts were taking

4

root in his mind. He had taken the snapdragon 
as an enduring emblem of his residence at Oxford.-*-8

¿16. Wilfrid Ward, Ten Personal Essays, 225-226
'-1.7. John Henry Cardinal Newman, Apologia Pro 

Vita Sua, 3.
(JJ3. Ibid.. 147.

i
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It was to remain in his affections for the remainder 
of his life. In fancy, Newman hears the little plant 
say:

I am rooted in the wall 
Of buttress’d tower or ancient hall;Prisoned in an art-wrought bed,
Cased in mortar, cramp’d with lead;Of a living stock alone 
Brother of the lifeless stone.

In "Nature’s vast and varied field," the snapdragon
sees choice flowers with

Smiling lips and winning eyes 
„ Meet for earthly paradise.

But for itself, it must dwell apart, near the pale
recluse’s cell*

Be it mine to set restraint 
On roving wish and selfish plaint;
And for man’s drear haunts to leave Dewy morn and balmy eve.
Be it mine the barren stone
To deck with gi*e,en life not its own,So to soften and to grace 
Of human works the rugged face.19

Just as this lowly flower wished to adorn the bare and
rugged stone, so Newman would revive in the Church of
England that pristine faith and fervor of the Fathers.
That ancient religion, he said, had well-nigh faded '

M
away out of the land and he felt a conscious duty to 16

19. J. H. Newman, Verses on Various Occasions.16, 17, 18. -------------------
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work toward its restoration.
On no other flower has Newman bestowed so 

much affection. Its crimson bloom brightened the walls 
of the cloister; it was his companion during a 
solitary three weeks spent in his room, during his 
first term at Trinity. Now, at the close of the poem, 
as If in gratitude, he Imagines the scentless flower, 
by the "answering breath of Heaven," suddenly to exhale 
a fragrance all unknown. So linked is It with the 
name-* of Newman and Oxford that one writer says:

. . . whenever the lover of all things that 
are quiet, and gentle, and true in life, and 
literature, visits Oxford, he will find himself 
wondering whether the snapdragon still grows 
outside the windows of the rooms in Trinity 
where once lived the author of the Apologia.2®

In childhood, as one season after another 
passed, each bore to his*young heart "Its own sure 
claim of love." But the year

All garb'd in fairy guise,
Pledged constancy of good.

Spring sang of heaven; the summer flowers 
Bade me gaze on, and did not fade;Even suns o’er autumn’s bowers ,

Heard my strong wish, and stay’d.2-1-M
A3 a child he viewed with eager eyes the beauty of the 20

20. Augusine Birrell, Res Judlcate. 140, 141. 
\̂ 3r. J. H. Newman, op. cit.. 19.

\
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changing seasons, but as the burdens of manhood rested
on him, all was changed. He asks himself

Then what this world to thee, my heart?
Its gifts nor feed thee nor can bless.
Thou hast no owner’s part

In all its fleetingness.
The flame, the storm, the quaking ground, 

Earth’s joy, earth’s terror, nought is thine,
Thou must but hear the soundOf the still voice divine.^2

He strikes a somewhat gayer mood in the poem, 
My Lady Nature and Her Daughters. A lady decked out 
i n ‘all her soft and delicate robes, glittering in gold 
and gems, may find her counterpart in "Nature’s glow
ing world around her." He sees Nature as a gentle 
lady, by her modest influence, working good; or in 
lighter mood, by her mirth and prattle, chasing pain
away. In this external charm of nature, he fails not♦
to find a spiritual significance.

And, amid her gorgeous state,Bright, and bland, and delicate,
Ever beaming from her face
Praise of a Father’s love we trace. 15
Most of Newman’s best poetry was written during

1

that one real holiday spent in the Mediterranean
£  £■* J ' 4

Jj h\ T  /
region. All the glories of that blue and sunlit

l,22. J. H. Newman, op. pit., 20. 
3« Ibid«, 23.
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country delighted him, and stimulated his fancy until 
it broke forth in verse. On one occasion he found 
himself in a beautiful spot, Taormini, near Syracuse. 
Near at hand were the fountains of Arethusa, the re
mains of the Temple of Minerva, and the Column of 
Jupiter Olympus. Such classical associations might 
have inspired him at another time, but now it was 
the scenery that called forth the following lines:

Say, hast thou track'd a traveller's round,Nor visions met thee there,
-» Thou couldst but marvel to have found 

This blighted world so fair?
And feel an awe within thee rise,

That sinful man should see
Glories far worthier Seraph’s eyes 
Than to he shared by thee?

Store them in heart l thou shalt not faint - 'Mid coming pains and fears,
As the third heaven once nerved a Saint 

For fourteen trial-years. ^
Somewhat unconsciously he was drawing closer 

to the great step he was about to take in a few years. 
He was deeply absorbed in the task of revitalizing the 
Church of England in 1833, when this poem was written, 
and had no intention of joining the Church of Rome.

M
But he has a presentiment of sorrow and fear, and he 
desires to store away in his memory this delightful 24

24. Ibid.. 100.
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see
On this voyage he was often oppressed with

his heart. He sought to pierce the veil; to reach 
out to that Presence behind the veil. It was in this 
state of mind that he wrote from Corfu?

Yea, the rich earth, garb’d in her daintiest
Of light and joy, doth but the more oppress, 
Claiming responsive smiles and rapture high; 
Till, sick at heart, beyond the veil they fly, Seeking His Presence, who alone can bless.25

$One writer thinks that no English writer
save Pater has equalled Newman in his ability to

taken from a poem entitled Heathen Greece serve to 
show the impression they made upon him:

While craggy ri£ge and mountain bare 
Cut keenly through the liquid air,
And in their own pure tints array’d,
Scorn earth’s green robes which change and fade,
And stand in beauty undecay’d.
Guards of the bold and free.*?

There are few nature-pictures in Newman's poems.

/  25. Ibid.. 80
26. D. H. Moseley, "Lead Kindly Light.” The Catholic World. 137; 299, (June, 1933)
27. J. H. Newman, og. cit.. 214.

loneliness, and at such times Nature

dress

portray distant mountains.26 27 The following lines
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His scenery is devoid of color; his flowers with few 
exceptions are faintly drawn; and trees are scarcely 
mentioned. It is not, then, in his descriptions of 
Nature that we gain a knowledge of his love for her 
hut rather in his expressed longing for her. There 
is one poem, however, written long after the 
Mediterranean voyage, in which he gives a most charm
ing picture. It vías written to his old friend Edward 
Caswall, as a gift in return for a volume of poems. 
One tof Newman's most .̂rdent admirers writes:

If Newman actually hade farewell to Nature in his early thirties he returns to 
linger with her for an enchanting moment in 
this lyric, and in all his poems there is not 
another single line so perfect as that which 
describes each flower and blossom mirrored in 
the stream as "Lingering the live-long day in 
still delight." In that is the magic which 
he almost never attained in his verse, a touch 
of enchantment felt instinctively, as we feel 
it in the best of Wbrdsworth.28

A better idea of the delicate picture may be had from
the stanza itself.

Once, o'er a clear calm pool,
The fullness of an over-brimming spring,
I saw the hawthorn and the chestnut fling 
Their willing arms, of vernal blossoms full , 
And light green leaves: the lilac too was there, 
The prodigal laburnum, dropping gold,While the rich gorse along the turf crept near,

28. Joseph J. Reilly, Newman as a Man of 
Letters, 115.
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Close to the fountain’s margin, and made bold 
To peep into that pool, so calm and clear:- 
As if well pleased to s ee their image bright 
Reflected back upon their inmost sight*
Each flower and blossom shy
Lingering the live-long day in still delight,
Yet without touch of pride, to view,Yea, with a tender, holy sympathy,
What was itself, yet was another too. *

Prom this earthly beauty the poet mounts at
once to the Eternal Beauty and there sees the plants of
Paradise--the angels, saints, and happy infants--
hanging over his friend’s poems ”in much content.”

* So on thy verse,jmy Brother and my Friend,
--The fresh upwelling of thy tranquil spirit,-- 
I see a many angel forms attend;
And gracious souls elect,
And thronging sacred shades, that shall inherit 
One day the azure »skies,
And peaceful saints, in whitest garments deck'd;
And happy infants of the second birth:- 
These, and all other plants of paradise,
Thoughts from above, and visions that are sure,
And providences past, and memories dear,In much contfent hapig o'er that mirror pure,
And recognize each other’s faces there,And see a heaven on earth.30

In The Two Worlds, one of the last poems in
the volume, written long after his conversion to the
Catholic faith, Newman's attitude toward Nature has
changed. He no longer expresses that keen sense 6f

M
loss; he no longer needs strength to resist its charms. 29 30

29. J. H. Newman, ojd. cit., 222
30. Idem.



40

At the cost of much suffering, he had renounced the 
world of sense to follow what he believed to be a 
divine light whose rays he had often sought in vain.^1 
Now after so many years of sacrifice, he sees the 
world of Nature from a different viewpoint. Its 
glories are dimmed by that ‘'keener, purer beam" 
streaming from the Sacrament of the Altar. He has 
pierced the veil.

Unveil, 0 Lord, and on us shine 
In glory and in grace;

< This gaudy world grows pale before
The beauty of Thy face.

Till Thou art seen, it seems to be 
A sort of fairy ground,

Where suiis unsetting light the sky,
And flowers and fruits abound.

But when Thy keener, purer beam 
Is pour’d upon our sight,

It loses all its power to charm,
\nd what was day is night.

Its noblest toils are then the scourge 
Which made Thy blood to flow;

Its joys are but the treacheroxis thorns 
Which circled round Thy brow.

And thus, when we renounce for Thee 
Its restless aims and fears,

The tender memories of the past, ,
The hopes of coming years,

Poor is our sacrifice, whose eyes Are lighted from above;
We offer what we cannot keep, 31

31. Wilfrid Ward, op. cit.. 231
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■

What we have ceased to love.^2 
There is little of the sensuous appeal of 

color or atmosphere in Cardinal Newman's poetry.
His nature descriptions seldom stimulate the im
agination. The snapdragon alone claims his affection, 
and this more from association than from the beauty 
of the flower itself. There is only one intimate

Upicture, that in the poem to his friend Edward Caswall,
and this is not to be compared to one in prose written
when he began the voyage.

It is not to our senses but to something
higher in us that he appeals. Judging from his
poetry, his love for Nature was essentially spiritual.
He translated every movement of the universe into a
symbolic language. Spring sang to him of heaven; an*
angel's hymn guided the "rolling orbs” along their 
way; a spirit was ever ranging through the universe, 
giving life and energy to plant and flower. The whole 
face of Nature was a veil concealing Eternal Beauty. 
This mystical symbolism has caused some critics to 
rank Newman with the Romanticists. We see instances 
in his early life of a complete distrust in Nature; 32

32. J. H. Newman, ££. cit., 223, 224
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so much so that he binds himself by vow never "to 
give his heart to streamlet bright, or solf secluded 
grove." Until late in life he yearned for the 
country; it fascinated him. Then as he grew more 
spiritual, as all doubts in regard to faith vanished, 
the material world lost its charm. The veil was 
lifted*

* •?.



CHAPTER III

SERMONS

Prom the pulpit of St. Mary's, Oxford, Newman
delivered his famous Parochial and Plain Sermons.
There, Sunday after Sunday, as Principal Shairp said,

He spoke out the truths which were within 
him— spoke them with all the fervor of a 
prophet and the severe beauty of a poet.1 2

Another who heard him on those memorable afternoons,

Who could resist the charm of that 
spiritual apparition, gliding in the dim after
noon through the aisles of St. Mary's, rising 
into the pulpit, and then, in the most entranc
ing of voices, breaking the silence with words
and thoughts which were a religious music--
subtle, sweet, and mournful.

Though we have missed the music of that sweet 
voice, the sermons’- remain and still convey his message. 
As it was his custom to commit all sermons to paper 
before delivering them, eight volumes of these have 
come down to us. Neither the voice nor the personality 
of the speaker is needed to make us realize their 
beauty and power. There are two more volumes of

s
sermons which were preached in his Anglican days, and

1. John Campbell Shairp, Aspects of Poetry, 381.
2. Joseph J. Reilly, ojd. cit., 49.
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two before Roman Catholic congregations, making a total 
of twelve volumes. In all his sermons the idea of an 
intimate relation between the material and the spiritual 
world is ever present to him, and the reality of the 
unseen world in and about us is a favorite subject.
In urging his congregation to the practice of a strong 
and living faith, he made use of the richness and 
beauty of Nature to symbolize the Eternal Beauty.

To those who live by faith, everything they see speaks of that future world: the very 
glories of Nature, the sun, moon and stars, and 
the richness and beauty of the earth, are as 
types and figures witnessing and teaching the 
invisible things of God. All that we see is 
destined one day to burst forth into a heaven
ly bloom, and to be transfigured into immortal 
glory.3

He attributes all the movements of the universe
to spiritual intelligences. The interchange of day and

*night, summer and winter are all due to those blessed 
and dutiful spirits.^ All Nature then, should be a 
constant reminder of those holy beings "whose faces 
see God."

Every breath of air and ray of light and 
heat, every beautiful prospect, is, as it were, the skirts of their garments, the waving 3 4

3. J. H. Newman, Parochial and Plain Sermons,
IV, 223.

4. Ibid., II, 361.
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of the robes of those whose faces see God in 
heaven.®

He considers this belief of a supernatural agency quite 
as philosophical as the attempt to explain all the 
movements of the natural world by some scientific 
theory.®

It is in this mystical mood and in this inter
pretation of nature that Newman is said to share in 
the Romantic return to Nature. Mr. Lewis E. Gates has

Newman, like Wordsworth, Coleridge and 
Shelly found Nature mysteriously beautiful and 
instinct with strange significance, a divinely 
elaborated language whereby God speaks through 
symbols to the human soul. • . and was as 
truly for him as for Carlyle or Goethe the 
visible garment of God.* 6 7

Newman's creed was not a mystical pantheism. 
He did not believe that»this world is in itself God, 
but merely suggests the things of God. The visible 
creation hides the invisible creation. In another 
sermon, he asks?

Suppose the inquirer. . . when exam
ining a flower, or a herb, or a pebble, or a , ray of light, which he treats as something

5* Ibid.. II, 362.
6. Idem.
7. Lewis. E. Gates, og. cit.. 115.
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beneath him in the scale of existence, sudden
ly discovered that he w as in the presence of 
some powerful being who was hidden behind the visible things he was inspecting, who though 
concealing his wise hand, was giving them their 
beauty, grace and perfection as being God’s 
instruments for the purpose, nay whose robe 
and ornaments those wondrous objects were, 
which he was so eager to analyze, what would 
be his thoughts?®

Even when we are conversing scientifically
about the things of Nature, Newman said that we should
do so with great reverence, as if in the presence of
unseen beings, great servants of God, "to whom our 

* Igreatest knowledge is as ignorance.”8 9 * Though this may 
be fanciful, he believes that we are told in Scriptures 
about the works of the angels for practical purposes.
He considers it a very consoling thought to connect 
this world with the other; to feel that all about us 
are angels, though they are not visible to us.^ He 
recalls that in Scripture the angel gave to the pool 
medicinal properties, and thinks it highly probable 
that angels perform the same ministrations for other 
health-giving springs.

In explaining the working of grace in the soul,

8. J. H. Newman, ojd. cit., II, 364.
9. Ibid., 365*

10 Idem
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he says that God gives the root, and this puts forth 
branches. And so It is with man, each may have his 
own distinguishing grace, as the flower its form, 
color or fragrance. Just as all flowers, he says in 
his sermon, are nourished from the same earth so all 
men receive grace from the same source, and as all 
differ in beauty, so do the souls of men differ as 
they make use of grace• 11 12 13

We have seen elsewhere In Newman’s writings 
an expression of fear lest he be drawn away from the 
love of God by too great a devotion to Nature; yet in 
his sermons he says that God does not require us to

irenounce his creation.
He does not bid us renounce the creation, but associates us with the most beautiful 

portions of it. He likens us to the flowers 
with which he?.has ornamented the earth, and 
to the birds that live solitary under heaven, 
and makes them the type of a Christian. He 
denies us Solomon’s regal magnificence, to 
unite us to the lilies of the field and the 
fowls of the air. ^

Cardinal Newman finds in the spring an emblem 
of the resurrection. ^ It is a foreshadowing of the

11. Ibid.. V, 76, 77.
12. Ibid.. 274. ■
13. Louis Untermeyer and Carter Davidson, Poetry Its Appreciation and Enjoyment. 196.
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Eternal Spring which all the followers of Christ are 
looking forward to attain. He goes on to say:

Once only in the year, does the world 
which we see show forth its hidden powers, 
and in a manner manifest itself. Then the 
leaves come out, and the blossoms on the 
fruit trees and the flowers, and the grass 
and corn spring up. There is a sudden 
life which God has lodged in the material 
world. Well, that shows you, as by a 
sample, what it can do at God’s command, when 
He gives the word. The earth which now 
buds forth in leaves and blossoms, will one 
day burst forth into a new world of light 
and glory in which we shall see Saints and 
Angels dwelling. • . The earth that we see •does not satisfy ils; it is but a beginning; 
it is but a promise of something beyond it; 
even when it is gayest, with all its blossoms 
on, and shows most touchingly what lies hid 
in it, yet it is not enough. We know much more lies hid in it' than we see.

At a much later period, in an address given 
on the re-establishment of the Catholic Hierarchy in 
England, Newman tdkes for the text of his sermon a 
verse from the Canticles, and in a beautiful simile 
likens the restoration to a second spring.

Arise, make haste, my love, my dove, my 
beautiful one, and come. For the winter is 
now past, the rain is over and gone. The 
flowers have appeared in our land.15

He continues then, to point out how the material world 14 15

14. J. H. Newman, ojd. eft.,' IV, 209-211.
15. Cant., c. ii. v. 10-12.



49

is ever changing, yet it abides.
Spring passes into summer, and through 

summer and autumn into winter, only the 
more 3urely, by its ultimate return, to 
triumph over that grave, towards which it 
resolutely hastened from its first hour.
We mourn over the blossoms of May, b ecause they are to wither; but we know, withal, that May is one day to have its revenge 
upon November, by the revolution of that 
solemn circle which never stops,— which 
teaches us in our height of hope, ever to 
be sober, and in our depth of desolation, never to despair.
But still could we be surprised, my Fathers 
and my Brothers, if the winter even now 

■» should not yet ba quite over? Have we any 
right to take it strange, if, in this 
English land, the springtime of the Church should turn out to be an English spring, an 
uncertain, anxious time of hope and fear, of joy and suffering--of bright promise and budding hopes, yet withal, of keen blasts, and cold showers, and sudden storms?!^

Speaking of the Mother of God, Newman says: 
"She was as some air t;ree, stretching forth her 
fruitful branches and her fragrant leaves,“
Later, when referring to her death, she is compared to 
a lily.

But she, the lily of Eden, who had always dwelt out of the sight of men, 
fittingly did she die in the garden’s shade, 16 17

16. John Henry Newman, D. D., The Second Spring, 21, 22, 35,
17. J. H. Newman, Discourses to Mixed Con- gregations. 357.
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and amid the sweet flowers in which she had lived.18
Whatever the theme of his sermon, he finds 

a ready comparison in Nature. In discoursing on sin, 
we find him saying:

We do not like to hear of our past sins, 
and the necessity of undoing them; and thus, 
however gay our blossoms may be in this our 
spring, we have a fault within which will 
show itself ere our fruits are gathered in the autumn.^

All through life Newman has shown a watch
fulness over his feelings. His letters tell how often 
he would have given way to Nature had he not torn 
himself away from some enticing scene. Once he say3 

that he could have been very foolish, did he but allow 
himself to give way.~ And in a sermon, we have, in
part at least, a solution of the difficulty.

*
Nothing lasts, nothing keeps incorrupt 

and pure, which comes of mere feeling; feel
ings die like spring flowers, and are fit 
only to be cast into the oven.81

In his sermons he frequently attempts to make

18. Ibid. 373.
19. J. H. Newman, Sermons on Subjects of theDay, 116. -------------- ----------- -
20.
PiDay. 1197

Anne Mozley, op. cit., ;i.
J. H. Newman, Sermons on Subjects of the
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his hearers understand that all the glories of this 
world are but the “dimmest glimmerings of His glory, 
and the very refuse of His exuberant riches. . . com
pared with Him who made them.“ Such, he said, should 
be the meditation of one who listens to the sounds 
of Nature, or who drinks in the fragrant air in the 
springtime. Again, if misfortune comes upon us,

then still more are we led to distrust it, 
and are weaned from the love of it, till at 
length it floats before our eyes merely as 
some idle veil, which notwithstanding its 

‘many tints, cannot; hide the view of what is 
beyond iti— and we begin, by degrees, to perceive that there are but two beings in the 
whole universe, our own soul, and the God who made it.2^ j

Newman's love for Nature is undoubtedly an 
index of his spirituality. He sees everything in
Nature proceeding from one central being, which is* *God himself. All the beauties in Nature speak to him 
of heaven, but they are not heaven; “they are but as 
stray beams and dim reflections of His Image.”24

Bright as is the sun, and the sky, and the 
clouds; green as are the leaves and the fields,

22. J. H. Newman, Discourses to Mixed Congregations, 296. ~
23. J. H. Newman, Parochial and Plain Sermons.

I, 20. :------------------

• Ikl£., IV, 211.24
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sweet as is the singing of the birds; we know 
that they are not all, and we will not take up with a part of the whole.25

Many more passages from Newman's sermons might
be quoted to illustrate his love of Nature and to show
how great a part it played in his spiritual life. He
saw all things in Nature linked by immortal agencies
to an invisible world. There runs through all his
sermons, Anglican or Catholic, a strong conviction
that around us are spiritual beings directing the
various movements of the -universe. Angels are
mentioned in the Scriptures that we may believe in
their ministrations. He uses Nature as an instrument

s

to convey religious instruction because he felt she was
but the shadow of the ideal; all that was beautiful in
her was but a poor glimmering of that brighter world♦
beyond the screen.

Spring sang to him of the Resurrection; the 
lily, of the Mother of God; the interchange of day and 
night reminded him of the angels; every beautiful scene 
was the robe of an angel; and every flower or herb was 
hiding a powerful being who was giving it beauty and 
life.

25. Idem
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However, in his sermons, as elsewhere, he ex
presses a distrust of Nature. Our love for it must 
be repressed, for Nature is but the promise of our 
future home. *

*

■ •s



CHAPTER IV

HISTORY SKETCHES and OTHER WORKS

In that historical sketch, The Church of the 
Fathers, which first appe ared in 1833, Newman dealt 
with theologians of the fourth and fifth century, who 
particularly appealed to him. As we read their lives 
we can see how dear they were to Newman, and how much 
he had in common with them. They were sensitive and
affectionate, and they had suffered from misunder-

-* Istandings and spiritual difficulties as Newman had.
They too saw the beauties in the world about the, but 
like Newman they realized that earthly beauties were 
not to be compared with those in the world unseen.
In the following lines, we have Newman's interpretation 
of their characters: *

Basil was a calm, mild, grave, autumnal 
day; St. John Chrysostom was a day in spring
time, bright and rainy, and glittering through 
its rain. Gregory was the full summer, with a 
long spell of pleasant stillness, its monotony 
relieved by thunder and lightning. And St. 
Athanasius figures to us the stern per
secuting winter, with its wild winds, its 
dreary wastes, its sleep of the great mother, and the bright stars shining overhead.1

When he reads St. Augustine or St. Basil, it 
is as if he were holding converse "with a beautiful

1. J. H. Newman, Historical Sketches, II, 237



55

grace-illumined soul, looking out into this world of
sense, and leavening it with itself."^

Newman’s chapter on the Benedictine monks is
full of comparisons drawn from Nature. He tells us
that the monks tilled and built and the barbarians
came and destroyed all# These religious men did not
despair; they began again for

they were like the flowers and shrubs and 
fruit trees which they reared, and which 
when ill-treated do not take vengeance, or 
remember evil, but give forth fresh branches, 
.leaves, or blossoms, perhaps in greater pro
fusion and with richer quality, for the very 
reason that the old were rudely broken off.^

He tells us that the monk found in his study of Holyi
Scripture a response to the many needs of his vocation; 
for there, he says,

supernatural truths stand forth as the 
trees and flowers of Eden, in a divine 
disorder, as some awful intricate garden 
or paradise, which he enjoyed the more be
cause he could not catalogue its numbers.4

In another instance, an account of an im
aginary visit to the home of a friend is given. He■*
relates that as he passed along "the silent avenue of

2. Ibid., 299
3. Ibid.. 411
4. Ibid.. HH
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solemn elms” and “fed upon the soothing scents and 
sounds that filled the air,“ he was reminded of a 
time long past, when if he had been free to choose

Chis own life, it would have been that of a gardener.
In describing Athens as an ideal site for a

University, he emphasizes the special purity of the
air in bringing out “every bright hue and tender shape
of the landscape over which it spread.” He calls
attention to the olive tree,

430 choice in nature and so noble in shape, 
that it excited a religious veneration. . . 
and how the delicate and brilliant atmos
phere freshened up the pale olive, till the 
olive forgot its monotony and its cheek 
glowed like the arbutus or beech of the 
Umbrian hills*®

Prom this ideal spot, he imagines a London merchant
looking out over the Aegean Sea, and there is implied» % ♦a deep regret when he tells us that the merchant would
see none of its charms nor have any admiration for

the dark violet billows; nor of those grace
ful, fan-like jets of silver upon the rocks, 
which slowly rise aloft like water spirits 
from the deep, then shiver and break, and 
spread, and shroud themselves, and disappear, 
in a soft mist of foam; nor of the gentle 
incessant heaving and panting of the whole 
liquid plain; nor of the long waves keeping

5. Ibid.. Ill, 67.
6. Ibid.. Ill, 20.
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steady time, like a line of soldiery, as 
they resound upon the hollow shore,--he would 
not deign to notice that restless living 
element at all, except to bless his stars 
he was not upon it.^

When he attempted to write the Grammar of 
Assent, he says:

the sight I saw vanished into a thicket, 
curled itself up like a hedgehog, or changed 
colours like a chameleon.8

In this essay, he makes use of Nature to ex
plain the divine Nature of Christ. He draws attention 
to the starry firmament and says that just as we can
not see the whole of the heavens at once but have to 
turn from east to west, so our image of Christ is

i

never one, but broken into many partial aspects. And 
just as the starry firmament cannot be fully enjoyed 
in combination, so we are not able to bring before the

» y ♦mind more than one truth at a time concerning Christ.y
The light of earth is but a dim reflection of 

the Light of Heaven.
Break a ray of light into its constituent 

colours, each is beautiful, each may be en
joyed, attempt to unite them and perhaps you 
produce only a dirty white. The pure and

7. Ibid., III, 22.
8. Aubrey de Vere, 0£. cit.. 307.
. J. H. Newman, Grammar of Assent, 131, 132.9
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individual Light is seen only by the blessed 
inhabitants of heaven; here we have but faint 
reflections of it as its diffraction supplies; 
but they are sufficient for faith and de
votion, ^

In Loss and Gain, Charles Reding represents 
Newman. The same is true of Callista, the heroine of 
another novel by that name.

Trees, especially those near and around 
Oxford, are dwelt on at some length. As Charles takes 
a walk, he says:

4. . . the planes are so touching just now, 
with their small multitudinous green hands 
half-opened; and there are two or three 
such fine dark willows stretching over the 
Cherwell; I think some Dryad inhabits them; 
and as you wind along, just over your right 
shoulder is the Long Walk with the Oxford 
buildings seen between the elms.H

When Charles bids farewell to Oxford, he throws 
his arms around the trees and kisses them. The trees 
stand for so much that he loves.

The trees of the Water Walk were varie
gated as beseemed the time of the year, with a 
thousand hues, arching over his head, and 
screening his side. . . He crossed to the 
Meadow, and walked steadily down to the 
junction of the Cherwell with the Isis; he then turned back. What thoughts came upon 
him! There was no one to see him; he threw 
his arms around the willows so dear to him,

10. Ibid., 314.
11. J. H. Newman, Loss and Gain, 7.



59

and kissed them; he tore off some of their black leaves and put them in his bosom,iei
In Csllista, there are a great many flowers 

and trees mentioned; all thrown together in wild pro
fusion. Newman seldom speaks of birds, but here he 
calls attention to the linnets, goldfinches, bluejays, 
golden orioles, and a few others.

In this chapter, we have the four seasons of 
the year representing the Fathers of the Church, Holy
Scripture compared to the Garden of Eden, our light 

< *to the Eternal Light, the whole of the starry firma
ment to the image of Christ. Newman's emotions are 
deep and strong, but well controlled. In a word or 
two, he makes the trees stand for all that was dear 
to Charles Reding, and we feel infinitely more than we 
see as he puts his arms around those willows and 
kisses them.

12. Ibid.. 375



CONCLUSI Oli

Prom this investigation it is evident that 
Cardinal Newman's love for Nature is an index of his 
spirituality. In youth he looked upon Nature objec
tively. He saw and loved the trees and flowers around 
his home and recalled them more than a half century 
later. After entering college, life became more 
serious for him; religion was his most important sub
ject; it was all in all to him. About this time his 
sister died, and in his sorrow, Nature took on a 
different aspect. It was a veil or curtain, behind
which he felt her presence close at hand, embodied in

s
every tree. He began to realize more than ever the
transitory nature of the universe. A ride into the
country filled him with vague, subtle longings he

*
could not understand.

This feeling lasted more or less throughout 
his whole life, yet we find that he did not permit it 
to mar his pleasure in the beauties of Nature. On a 
holiday or vacation, he sought the country or lake 
region, from where he wrote glowing accounts of all 
that he s aw. The fragrance of everything, the colors 
of flowers or sky, the color or shape of mountains, all 
appealed to him, in fact gave him so much pleasure
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that he found it very difficult to leave an enchanting 
spot. This made him fear that he might in time yield 
to Nature's charms and he led away from duty. It was 
then he vowed not to give his heart "to streamlet 
bright or soft secluded grove." Critics see in this 
a Romantic tendency.

a symbol of an eternal world. It was still a veil, 
but hiding God and the angels instead of a vague un

hovering about in the air, robing every beautiful
prospect with their garments and lending their own
beauty to the earth. A pebble or a ray of light might
conceal a powerful spirit; angels might impart
medicinal qualities to our health-giving springs. All*■
the laws of nature were due to the ministrations of 
angels.

All Nature spoke a symbolic language. Spring
sang to him of Heaven; it was a symbol of the immortal

\soul, and of our resurrection. Flowers along the river 
bank remind him of the peaceful saints or happy infants 
in Heaven. The snapdragon growing outside the window 
at Trinity was an emblem of his stay at the University 
even unto death.

As he grew more spiritual, Nature became more

certainity. ) He felt KJod close at hand, and the angels

\
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His sermons are full of illusions to Nature.
If he teaches the necessity of faith, he shows how all 
Nature bursting into bloom is but the foreshadowing of 
an immortal glory. He feels that Nature is but the 
promise of a future home; hence we must not set our 
hearts too much on it. It is only a part, and we must 
be satisfied with nothing less than the whole.

As he increases in spirituality, there is less 
longing to be in the presence of Nature. This comes 
about gradually, and fche last expression indicating 
a yearning for the country may be found in a letter
to the Froudes, after his return from the Mediterranean

i
voyage. He tells them, in accepting an invitation to 
visit their home, how that region always facinates him 
and is too great a temptation; that he could be very

* y

foolish did he allow himself to yield to its pleasures. 
The Oxford Movement called forth all his powers, and 
after searching for the truth, he at lasts finds peace 
and contentment in the Catholic Church. From that 
time on he needs less and less the symbol of the 
reality. The veil is rent asunder, as it were, and 
God stands revealed. The search is over.

This paper does not contain .every sentence 
that Cardinal Newman has uttered in regard to Nature,
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nor do all the quotations refer directly to his 
spirituality. It has been the aim of the writer to 
show how Intensely he loved the world of sense, and 
at the same time to point out that he never lost sight 
of the fact that it was God’s creation and was but a 
dim reflection of His glory.

I
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